110                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

you say that I was harsh with you and you
ask if I did not realize it. Frankly, no.
Why did you not tell me if I was ? If I
was, I beg your pardon. It seems to me
that we parted without any expression of
grief from you. I thought you were as con-
fident, as intimate, as I was to you. If you
were angry, that does honor to your dis-
simulation. I shall bring to you the sketch
which I have made and also your portrait.
I have painted your angry eyes. Do not
believe that this is their ordinary expression.
I know a better one. When you pay me,
please recollect that I am not an ordinary
painter. It is not the work which you are
to pay for, but the trouble and the time.
Then, it is well always to be generous with
artists.

cm.

PARIS, Thursday, February 7, 1845.
IT was better than I expected.    I spoke
at the Academy with rare calmness.    I do
not know if my audience liked me, but I
liked it.he servant
